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thought fit in this life to put in a book and circulate. At any rate, if one 
may say that there is nothing shocking or wrong or evil or corrupting in 
Mr. Le Gallienne's book, one may with like candor say that there is nothing 
noble or strong or original or vital or interesting. Table talk makes 
best reading when the author of it does not make the selection. When 
the man who utters it earns his daily bread by turning it out it is not 
likely to be of great vitality. Probably literature only exists where nobody 
works for money and nobody works for fame. 



On Something. By H. Belloc. New York: E. P. Dutton & Co., 1911. 

Despite our habitual aversion to scraps and patches, Mr. Belloe's thirty 
little sketches within the compass of two hundred and sixty-six pages 
must be praised. A light, holdable, cheerful, easily read little volume 
it is, full of mirth and observation and experiences and pictures of far- 
away places. The book is an ideal one to read on a railway train or a 
sea voyage or wherever concentrated attention is not necessary. All light 
reading need not be fiction, and dipping into this graceful volume we 
come across a delightful description of the cathedral of St. Front in 
Perigueux of the Perigord; a treasured reference to the church of Brou; 
a delightful portrait of a child; a child's questionings as to fairyland; 
an exquisite sketch of the significance of sacramental things; bits of 
real poetry; and a tale that holds in it all the sense of home; such things, 
fragments indeed, but nourishing fragments, are gathered together in this 
charming little book. 

As to the author, he has evidently taken the advice of his own Wan- 
dering Peter. " Look you, good people all, in your little passage through 
the daylight, get to see as many hills and buildings and rivers, fields, books, 
men, horses, ships and precious stones as you can possibly manage to do. 
. . . For my part, I followed out my fate. And I propose, in spite of 
my numerous iniquities, by the recollection of my many joys in the 
glories of this earth, as by corks, to float myself in the sea of nothingness 
until I reach the regions of the Blessed and the pure in heart." 



Soul and Circumstance. By Stephen Berrien Stanton. New York: 
Charles Scribner's Sons, 1910. 

" The concrete is limited both in suggestiveness and in appeal, but the 
abstract has a world-wide currency," says the author of this volume, and 
any one wOio has the patience to read his work through will believe that 
he is therein stating with candor his own theory, for his book is a warning 
example of the tragedy of floating forever in the dim inane. There is 
evidently good stuff in this book, as one can prove by a citation here and 
there, but the garment in which the thought goes clothed is simply shock- 
ing. There are whole pages of abstract nouns; there are detached mo- 
notonous sentences, all of an equal length; there is no flow either of the 
thought or of the form and there is nothing to grip hold of. Never once 
are you allowed to get your feet or your hands on solid ground and hold on 
for a bit. It is Emerson more transcendentalized. One may open the 
book at random anywhere and find pages of nouns like " supplementation, 
experience, forgetfulness, elaboration, thought, superstructure, height, 
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summation, comprehensiveness, consistency, principles, application, 
plans, decisions, tendencies, eventualities, fluctuations," until one fair- 
ly weeps for a chair, or a table, or ground, or soil, or trees or something, 
or anything that is concrete. It may be that the time shall come when man's 
mind will move rapidly in these realms of vague abstraction, but certainly 
in our day who despises the garment of thought, the concrete body in 
which the thought goes clothed, must pay the penalty of few and impatient 
readers. 

Among Friends. By Samuel McChord Crothers. Boston: Houghton 
Mifflin Company, 1910. 

The sign of a certain guileless grocer suggests itself as a metaphorical 
commentary on the contents of this volume. He advertises " Extra Fresh- 
Eggs: Fresh Eggs: Eggs." So very "extra fresh" are some of the essays 
— so nutritious and of so delicate a flavor — that it is all the more matter 
of regret that others either mediocre or altogether stale and unprofitable 
should be included under the same cover. 

Especially unfortunate is it that one of the most tedious of them should 
have been given first place and should have lent its name to the volume. 
There are pleasant thoughts in it and clever sayings, but, written as it is 
in lighter vein, the reader grudges the mental effort required to follow 
the thread of the argument. 

Likewise in " The Romance of Ethics " the reader does not gain sufficient 
instruction to compensate him for the labor involved in the reading and 
for the lack of entertainment offered. The author throws no new light 
on Spenser, with whom he points his moral but fails to adorn his tale. 

But we cannot help suspecting that when Mr. Crothers bores us it is 
because he himself is bored. For when he seems to be in his natural 
element he is invariably delightful. He has the rare faculty of appearing 
without vanity thoroughly to enjoy himself. It is then that we are charmed 
by his play of fancy and revel in his " glory of gay wit." 

In his essay on " The Hundred Worst Books " he is at his best in his 
role of fun-maker. To illustrate what a book ought not to be he chooses 
a treatise entitled " Our Domestic Fowls," published by the Religious 
Tract Society of London. A more delectable bit of book criticism it is 
seldom one's fortune to come upon. And the satire is so kindly, so imbued 
with the spirit of pure mischief, that even the victim of it would needs 
join in the laugh at his own expense. 

" The Anglo-American School of Polite Unlearning " is another most 
enjoyable piece of humorous writing. Would that it might be read by 
every Britisher who regards America with blood in his eye — by every 
American who looks at the mother-country with a braggadocio stare of 
superiority. "In the United States the word Britisher is not used as a 
term of endearment," remarks the author: but, indeed, it soon would be 
if the salve that Mr. Crothers offers for international irritations could be 
generally applied. 

Occasionally the author dons the cap and bells, as in " The Merry Devil 
of Education " and in " The Convention of Books." He is safe to remain 
in the realm of the fanciful: when he forsakes that for the realm of the 
purely fantastic he sacrifices that peculiar charm which does not lend itself 
to burlesque. 



